Dream Cadences

TO THE IMPRISONED SOUL *

But where wouldst thou escape, O soul :

Bonds' net is spread allwhere, hung fine:

Unless thou cut them here and now
Vain shall be life's long discipline
O coward, earth-shy heart of mine!

All thou namest illusions dark

Is but thy body's shadow-brood:

Go where thou wilt, they'll cling to thee,
Woven into thy veins and blood,
Who can his own webs ever elude ?

If all the world be but a dream

Then why before it cry and quail ?

Thine is the dream: its yoke shall end
If thy rebel urge will never fail,
My timid heart!  unlearn to wail.

On peaks of joy, in wombs of pain

Waits veiled the deep of mystery:

In the chrysalis of birth and death
Is hostaged thy Divinity:
'Tis for thy wings to set Him free.
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